TikLkiia Wk 


AND 


H E N R V. 


A 


or THE 


——— 


4 R 6 7 M E N T. 
WII Ian. 3 (an the 23th of March, as with the A 


Ceremony, having requeſted ta participate with WiLL1aM at the enſuing Feſtival, 
rhe Author introduces him in the following Dialogue, in which, after a ſhort Eulogy 
fo the Memory and Su s of Vic, (in the Manner of whoſe beautiful 
Paſtorals this Poem is ated.) they invoke his Muſe, — recite the Miſeries of | 
Mankind, arifng from an early Addition to Pleaſure, and the unreftrained 
ratification of the Paſſions, (ending too often in the Commiſſion of Surcins, 4 
Canis unknown 10 every Species of animated Nature but Man, ) — and conclude with 


To 
50 


DIALOGUE von rus ANNIVERSARY 


F the Founders, Managers, Stewards, and Friends, of the Royal Humane Society, 
bis Father, — Hznzv, 4 Director: Son who was preſent at the above 


an Addreſs to the Founders, Managers, Stewards, and Medical A ante, of the 


2 


To the Rev. Dr. GREGORY, 
Domeſtic Chaplain to the Lord Biſhop of LANDAFF, &c. &c. &c. 


FT is no ſmall Gratification to my Mind, that the dg Lines were 
2 by you, when ſubmitted to your 33 


The eminent T dw you polleſd place you amongſt thoſe who have refined 
human Nature by the Practice of thoſe Virtues which adorn 1 


The impreſlive . in your Sermon? againſt Suicide, —— hiker 
the Founders, Stewards, and Friends, of the Royal Humane Society, of London, 
on the 26th of March, 1797, is the Climax of true Chriſtian Philoſophy. From 
your ſacred Cenſer I have prefumed to take a ſmall Portion of that Philanthropy _ 
which ſo —— irradiates =. 


T 0 you, Sir, 2 to every other a. in the Vid of 05 Will 1 


and good Works, more particularly to Dr. Hawes and thoſe diſtinguiſhed | 


Characters who unite for the Eſtabliſhment of that excellent Inſtitution, (the 
Subject of my . Theme,) 1 beg Leave to offer this Ten 


And am, with 2 Reſpebt, 


ot 2 Your and their devoted humble Servant, 
| Bellmont, Vauxhall, 5 5 
k 1 1 o JOHN: & R ET T ON. 


* Printed at the Requeſt of the Society, and fold by Meſirs. Rivingtons, St. Paul's Church-Yard, &c 


WILLIAM 


1 1 1 


| Wikuran, 


At Csar's No, to devaſtate the Land; 
When Lunzarv, beneath the baneful Shade 
Oft mercenary Legions, ſunk diſmay'd; 
2 When LAWLEsS Manvarzs, from fair Mantua 8 Plains, 
Swept in vaſt Ruin all her Shepherd-Swains; 
VisciL's great Soul invok'd the Doric Reed, 
To ſoothe thoſe Ills which Tyranny decreed. 
| His woe-ſtruck Numbers fav'd the hallow'd Groves, 
Where erſt thoſe Shepherds oft had told their Loves: 
—— Again beneath his fav 'rite Beach reclin'd, 
He ſung thoſe Days his claſſic Muſe refin d. 
His Notes be ours, — be ours his Flight, 
To Regions of poetic Light; 
So ſhall his Muſe attune our Lyres, 
And warm each Breaſt at Pity's Fires. 


THEN Rour' s BASE SENATE lent its impious Hand, 


( 4) 


Hzenay., 


Thy Voice, dear Youth, again with Joy I hear, 

Again propitious chim th'approving Ear; 

. My Breaſt reſponſive feels the genial Ray, 

—_— And pants to join with thee its humble Lay : 

= = Unfkill'd, as yet, in Song like thine to ſoar, | 

5 Or touch the Lyre, its mighty Pow'rs explore ; 

How ſhall my trembling Lip with thine rehearſe 
Themes far beyond my untaught feeble Verſe ? 


WILIA. | 


; My Friend, it ill 1 the manly Soul, 
Thar fancy'd Weakneſs ſhould its Will control : 
| Eflay thy Skill, and boldly touch the String, 
_ *'Tis xescu'd NaTuRE CALLs ! — her Cauſe v we ing: 
Around this Temple ſee what Crowds attend, 
The grateful Parent and the gen'rous Friend; 
The ſorrowing Mother's Tears no longer riſe, 
Her joyful Pæans reach th'applauding Skies. 
Oer Love's fair Ceſtus Hymen's Roſes blow, 
And purer Incenſe round his Altars glow ; 
A Wreath to grace theſe Trophies thou muſt twine, 
And deck (for well thou can'ft) their feſtal Shrine. 


- = 
8 


E. 


— Begin the Song, | 
To thee the Maſte-Verk dot fre belong; : 


WILLIAM. 


(s) ou , 


Gzn1vs or Burr! from thy Throne ſublime, 
Where ſtand thy Hzzozs from remoteſt Time; 
Where Fazzpom's SACRED Finx, ſtill round their Urns, 
Eternal adds new Luſtre as it burns. EE 
O!] grant, my humble Muſe, thy kindlief Ray, | 
Propitious ſmile and conſecrate this Day; 1 
Give ſweet Cour assiox ev'ry Breaſt to fin, 
Slo round the Heart, through ev'ry Fibre thrill; 
So ſhall BenzvoLence, benignant Maid! 
Adeorn cur Vives by her protective Aid. 
— Oft have I heard the Groan of Death 
From Miſery's wretched Manſions come: | 
| There Sorrows fainting Victim yields its Breath, 
A prey to fad Deſpair, it ſeeks the awful Tomb. 
| Say, Heangy, by what ſtrange, what dire, Decree, 
Doth Man alone thus brave Eternity ? i 
18 Life too long the Smiles of Bliſs too few ! ! 
Is this World's Space too finite for his View? 
Is he ſole Arbiter of Joy and Woe ? 
Would he direct what all muſt undergo ? 
Would he (poor ſublunary Being) move 
A $SELF-CREATED God, and rule yon Realms above | e 
Life was not lent us to arreſt from Heavy” n 
That Bliſs which to the Good alone is giv'n: 
Why then anticipate the deſtin d Hour, 
Ruſh on to Death, and dare his dreaded Pow'r? 


HENRv. 


(65) 


HENRY. 


0 WRETCHED Bzinc ! whom n Fate 


— ſhines bis Morn of Life with lovelier Dyes, 
Than deck fair Inis in her dew-dropp'd Skies; 


5 Til Fancy points to where th'alluring Wiles 
Of PLeaSURE' 8 flicring Charms each Senſe beguiles; ; 
Where the FIERCE Pass10ns, unreftrain'd, invade 
roc Bounps his Youth, his Innocence, had made 3 
— For him no more return the ſmiling Hours, 
5 For him no longer bloom Health's fragrant Flow'rs: 
3 | Though varying Seaſons plenteouſly produce 
2 be a Spontaneous Being for his daily Uſe, 
. 1 5 > He ſpurns ! he flies the Good! chus kindly ga, 
And, loſt to Reaſon, braves the Will of Heay' na! 7 
Froward, — - Ingrate, — - plunges to Sin? 8 Abode, 
Forgets that he is Man ! that Gop is Goo ! 
To the Abyſs of Horror takes his Flight; 
And, ſelf· condemm d, he ſinks to endleſs Night. 
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WILLIAM- 


1 


. WILLIAM. 
Thrice happy, yz who chaunt the Woods among, 

And hail th'empurpled Morn with choral Song ; 
Thrice happy, ye meek Tenants of the Plain; 

Happy, ye finny Subjects of the Main; 

For you the guſhing Rill, the flow'ry Vales, 
For you fair Zephyr fans her genial Gales ; 

For you cerulean TzTHYs hourly laves 
| Earth's boundleſs Shores, and ſpreads for you her Waves; 7 

| While AMPHITRITE, from her coral Bow'rs, 

| F or you divides the Deep, and decks each Shore wich Flow'rs : 
True to great NaTuRE's Law and pow'rful Sway ; ; 
1 Rev'rence marks your humble Way; 
Tis ſhe alone your Breaſts with Paſſion fires; 

As Inſtin& prompts or Appetite inſpires 6 
1 ; Her ample Bounties ſocially ye ſhare, 
| And leave to wretched — — Snaur, Sonnen, ond Drer an. 


Heuar. 5 


Enough, my Rind of human Woe I feel, 

To other Themes attune the Lyre, — _ 
| Let not che deadly Bowl, the blood-ftain'd Steel, 
| The fatal Cord, or yawning Deep, conſpire 
To damp the Scene now burſting on the Sight, 
Here the great Doors are opened.] 
| Glowing with Tints more vivid and more bright; 
| Recording Spirits round Life's Altar ſtand, 
Reſtor'd they come to hail the gen'rous Hand, 
That rais d ſuch Bleſſings in his native Land.“ 


* Dr, Hawes. 


WILLIAM» 


(%) 


WILLIAM, 


To Dr. Hewes and the Medical Abbau. 


To You whole bounteous Breaſts with Pity glow, 
Whoſe Souls expanſive melt at others Woe; 


Whoſe Sx1Lt, whoſe Pow's, diſarms the Stroke of Daura, 


Rekindles and reſtores Life's parting Breath; 
An Hecatomb of Thanks my Muſe ſhall raiſe, 
As yonder Holt records your well-earn'd Praiſe. 


| Hamny, 


7 0 the — Stewards, and Company. 


To THose who feel the glorious Means to blefs, 
Whoſe kindred Hearts Heav'n's pureſt Rays impreſs ; 
I o thoſe bright Gems who deck this earthly Sphere, 
Its wretched Sons relieve, and dry the ſorrowing T ear; 


Mi willing Muſe with thine inſcribes the Ly, 


l offerattheir Shrine this VOTIVE Day. | 


WitLIAn. 


5 ls. tis 1 Time we a the friendly Song, 

4 Grateful Impatience murmurs through the Throng ; | 
[ Here the Proceſſion enters to N Muſic. 1 

| 8 ev'ry happy Brow I ſee, 

Refulgent ſhine thy Rays, O cnaxirr! 
Diffuſing round a Luſtre far more bright, 
Than the falſe Glare of Oſtentation's Light; 
With ſympathetic Joy their Boſoms glow, 


* REDOLENCE and HEAT rn they mile, RESTOR'D To Liar by you. 


” = — 


_ 


__ * F244 


